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beloved, that wicked Tilottama has accomplished her desire.3'
But having learned the facts about the curse, and having
received advice from his ministers, he managed, though with
difficulty, to retain his life through hope of a future reunion.

But that bird which had carried off Mrigavati, as soon
as it found out that she was alive, abandoned her, and, as fate
would have it, left her on the mountain where the sun rises.
And when the bird let her drop and departed, the queen,
distracted with grief and fear, saw that she was left un-
protected on the slope of a trackless mountain. While she was
weeping in the forest, alone, with only one garment to cover
her, an enormous serpent rose up and prepared to swallow
her. Then she for whom prosperity was reserved in the future
was delivered by some heavenly hero who came down and
slew the serpent and disappeared almost as soon as he was
seen. Thereupon she, longing for death, flung herself down
in front of a wild elephant, but even he spared her as if out
of compassion. Wonderful was it that even a wild beast did
not slay her when she fell in his way ! Or rather it was not
to be wondered at. What cannot the will of Siva effect ?

Then the girl, tardy with the weight of her womb, desiring
to hurl herself down from a precipice, and thinking upon
that lord of hers, wept aloud; and a hermit's son, who
The Birth of had wandered there in search of roots and fruits,
Vdayana hearing that, came up, and found her looking like
the incarnation of sorrow. And he, after questioning the
queen about her adventures, and comforting her as well as
he could, with a heart melted with compassion led her off to
the hermitage of Jamadagni. There she beheld Jamadagni,
looking like the incarnation of comfort, whose brightness so
illumined the eastern mountain that it seemed as if the
rising sun ever rested on it. When she fell at his feet, that
hermit who was kind to all who came to him for help, and
possessed heavenly insight, said to her who was tortured with
the pain of separation: " Here there shall be born to thee,
my daughter, a son who shall uphold the family of his father,
and thou shalt be reunited to thy husband; therefore weep
not." When that virtuous woman heard that speech of the
hermit's she took up her abode in that hermitage, and